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The Resurrectuon
of Edgar Saltus
By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.

Sll\” WHERE in that Never-Never
Land of Lord Dunsany there is a
dusty mad that strelehes from Here to
There.
figrnre,
rageed, that his shoes are

.\!nl!;f this road {bere ‘sruul;;r.-. X
From the faet that his elothes are
«plit s that
his fice is a gray dead heaven in which
are imbedded two big, black stars welter-
ing in Iight you may iufer that he is a
]'ll-"f.

A Lady, with a nimbus and = wand., in-
corporiates herself ont o (' air dnd ulks
beside the Superfluous Being.  She is
Fame. You may know that by the iromic
grin in Ler eye.

They lk. And when Poct and Fame
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nating

- year alter year the Oz Books con-
tinue to be the most popular ever
written lor children.

See the eleven big OZ BOOKS
at your bookstore. Then you will
- want to get your boy or girl an
0z Book lor Christmas.  Over 100
beautitul illustrations in each

volume.
Price per volume, $1.50.
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the solid old eurth Ins b smrrden
as one sees in the Kwmpgdoms of the ape.

But the upshot of {und 1
am not telling the story stricily on the
level) that Fame gives the Pocl a ren-
dezvous—belind Lis tomb=ione one hun-
dred years from date.

I reealled this story when,
through Carl Van Vechten
hovk, The Merry-Gio Rovnd—in whieh
food is mixed with musie, Mind Agulia
and Bernard Shaw trp the divine fan
tastic with Tsadora Dunean, and James
Tuneker, Margaret Anglin and Jobann
Strauss take a flier ot the Moulin de In
(Gulette— | enme aeross the name of Fdear
Saltus. The second chapter of the book 15
devoted to him,

Saltns!

Ui Table 1

after looking
= new and raey

In what storied um
word? In wha

Saltus!
of ma mory n-;m:ud the
sarcoplingus of the pust had T luid that
verbal eorpse? In what peneteadin had |
met the man with thats name? At what
Petroning feast of intellecinals bad 1
clinked glusses with thut being?

The superscription to the chapter is
tuken from an old ballud -

“0Oh, no, we nmever mention him,
Hig name is never heard!”

And as I turned page after poge of Mr
Van Vecliten's superb tribute to this Lost
American the bandoletfes slipped from a
hidden fuee and the blood enme surging
back mio petriffed arferics, and eves that
I thought forever sealed opened wide, and
great jewels fell from them thal sang in
words and formed themselves into daggers
ealled epigrams. And Edgar Saltus rose
out of his Pompeii. Well, as a malter of
fart, he had only been summering in
Obhivion,

There are three mysleries in American
literature—the appenrance of Fdgar Al-
lan Poe, the disappearance of Ambrose
Bierce and the burial alive of Edgar Sal-
ius. Tt is fairly eertain that the latter
was pretty eomfortable in his grave; and
it is still more eertain that he begemmed
his coffin with prose pocms seralched into
the pine wood with worms—worms, which
are the epigrams of the sod.  Then, too,
wilhout doubt, he had lis Theophile Gau-
tier with him, his Baudelaire, and was fed
from the amphor® of those {wo ungelic
ghosts, Leconti de Lisle und Villiers de
I'lsle Adnm.

Sultus still lives, though, in the flesh, and
we lately read a tremenidous prose smash
at the Huns from his pen in the Herald.
For here is an Amenean that knows his
language, that knows the creative and
mystical power of words, that knows the
phrase that kills and he sentence that is
winzed. As exotie a3 Poe and Lafeadio
Hearn, his books should be ealled Pomp
and Purple.

A lyrieal intelleet, an implacable pessi-
mist, a sublime snob, he slands aloof and
alone in his work. His Nlnll'mpl and di=-
dain of “merely human” things is beaufi-
ful. Tt is o gesture toward the Infinite.
This accounts for his unpopularity. He
will bave none of the mob, The sweat of
everyday life to him is just sweat. The
life of the poor is not a drama; it is a
diseage. The poor, the weary laden and
the heartbroken exist no more for him
than they did for Emerson. Whatever is
not genius is dross.  Whatever is beautiful
is right. All life aspires to fetion. Hu-
mor is an atiribule of God. Life itself
is the conundrum of a jester,

His books take apart the mechanism of
the quick. When he wrole The Philos-
ophy of Disenchantment he was erowned
by some one as “the Prose Laurcate of
Pessimism.” All is illusion in the worst
possible words—"“so let us live in Paris.”
The characters in his novels of New York
life moves like hallucinaled automatons.
There is a hercine in each book—Maya,
the Hindu Goddess of Tlinsion. There is
a hero in each book—Mephistopheles,
Saltus is so great that ke is unpleasant.
He is as unwholesome as truth, He sees
so far that his brain eefls must be
mude up of telescopes thal gods in the
Fourth Dimension use to study the hu-
mans in the Fifth Dimension. He is as
uncanny as the thought of immortality.
And above all his work hangs the irony of
Brahma.

His Tristram Varicle is the greatest
novel that ever came from the pen of an
American—a fable, a philosephy and an
enormous chunk of life. You cannol buy
it for love nor war stamps. Il is a tule
of the pursuit of the Tdeal by Man—and
the end 18 the badly lighted police room in
the Tenderloin police stalion.

He is on iniimate terms with the gods,
and pals wifh the predestined eriminals of
all time—from Cain to the Borgias. He
plays hide and seek with Nero, Tiberius
and the Kaiser—hs wrote this in 1906 in
a chapter on hyesas (the hyenas are Ca-
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whoed i M
Tt L it e peal paca Jvha
The German Kaiser, Not lopg ol images.  His ereeeendd
pinee somebody or other dinguesed in  atry, and the tlewers rewan
him the habitual erigimal. We doubt that  candens.  One Jocls him wesing belan

he 3= thit. DBut we suspeet l||.ll, woepe at  the page like

i ;!nil" T Liehiime 1 al e,

n

"]n

not for the press, he would show more of gently swaying eurtain.  There 1=
the primitive man than be has thus far  ereak, no noise, no jolt. e passes im-

thought judivious.” Cuming Louvaing perceptibly from Zeus to Drabma,
vast their Saltuses before.
But it 15 becnuse of his
will Tive, ”L’ has said umhm;: new— Iwe-
tutise there is nothing new to be said. His
brain is as oldk as Buddha's or that of the
wnthor of Kee! His sivle is the -
measared tread of his wisdom. His sem- THE
tenees are end from the jewelled heavens Veorrex. Alfonl

style that he hod in ether,

Neithwr Moliere nor Dalzae <t m
A l'aldl‘m_\ .
forty-fird lmmorial.

Fdgar Saltits must renum o
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A Kuopl. $2
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Hruhma to Amon Ra hke a sun walker
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Top your fhrmrmm list with Mr. Lincoln's
Cape Cod vomance the wuniversal gijt

“SHAVINGS”

The vew Novel by JOSEPH C. LINCOLN

Of all Mr. Lincoln's famous Cape Cod
characters, none is more genuinely hu-
man and lovable than “Shavings.”
He is quaint—even queer, vet his wit
is keen 2ad sparkling, his humor delight-
ful. He is a splendid, big-hearted old
chap whose kindness gets him inio a
series of amusing difficulties which be-
come doubly complicated when he falls
a vietim of Cupid after forty-five years
of immunity. “‘Shavings” is the cheer-
. up book of the year —good for a laugh
on every page. [llustrated, $1.50) net at
; all booksellers.
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“Sharings” has not been published serially.

1
| This isan Appleton Book 2. e
L

Now that the whole world is dizctissing

the problems of peace, thie book iz =0

timely that it can fairly be said of i, as

Victor Hugo said of *“The History of a Crime'™:

“IT 1S MORE THAN OPPORTUNE; IT IS IMPERATIVE."

The Reckoning

A Discussion of the Moral Aspecis of the Peace Problem and of
Retributive Justice as an Indispensable Element.

By JAMES M. BECK

Late Assistant Attorney-General of the U. S.

Author of “The Evidence in the Case,” “The War and Humanity,” etc.

The distinguished author makes a forcible plea for retributive
justice, and argues that the Prussian Empire of Bismarck should be
destroyed by the elimination of Prussia. He discusses in detail the
fourteen terms of peace proposed in January last by President Wilson
(terms which have since, in part at least, been modified), and in a
careful analysis, he presents certain difficulties in the way of the
scheme for the proposed League of Nations.

51.50 AT ALL BOOKSELLERS

G. P. Putnam’s Sons

New York

IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT

Mr. Andre Cheradame’s
New Book’

The Essentials of
An Enduring Victory
' will be published
Saturday, December 7

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS
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